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Summary: 


"So Billy did the only familiar thing that had always been good no 
matter how much it hurt later. He kissed Steve with all his bitterness, 
his jealousy, his need, his mania and his fury. He put all his negative 
emotions on the tip of his tongue and Steve swallowed them all with 
a diligent devotion. " 


Billy and Steve misunderstands their relationship. 


Fuchsia 


There was a red lipstick stain on the collar of his polo shirt. Billy 
stared at it for a few seconds before lifting his eyes to Steve’s. But 
then even his deep brown eyes couldn’t keep his attention away from 
this stain. 


Red lipstick? Nancy only ever wears timid pink lipstick if she ever 
does. No, red lipstick doesn’t fit her. Then who does it belong to? 


It nagged at his mind, scratched at his attention and occupied his 
concentration. He knew first hand Steve got around. First of all with 
him. But he thought he was the only one. After the official girlfriend 
of course. The only exception. The one he couldn’t resist. Lust beyond 
loyalty, desire stronger than faithfulness. 


Apparently Steve had more than the two of them. 


How weird was that, to pair himself up with Nancy in a category. 
Billy Hargrove and Nancy Wheeler shouldn’t even appear in a line 
next to each other, let alone in close contact in real life. And yet. And 
yet Billy got Nancy’s sloppy seconds. Or the opposite. He didn’t know 
anymore when Steve would see Nancy. They didn’t live together, not 
yet. They weren’t married yet either but he knew Steve kept a ring in 
his socks drawer. 


How fucking original. 


Steve and Nancy had been together since high school: the popular 


athlete and the smart nerd who wasn’t like other girls. Perfect rom 
com. But Billy had appeared during their senior year when he had to 
move away from California and he arrived in this shithole that was 
Hawkins, Indiana. 


He was the grain of sand that derailed the whole perfect machine of 
SteveandNancy, NanceandStevie. 


Billy meeting Steve was fire and gasoline. Absolutely brutal on the 
basketball court, rough at parties and merciless when their fists met. 
Steve was this unobtainable perfect guy: handsome, rich, popular, 
liked by everyone. Billy was the guy parents warned their daughters 
about. He was the white trash kid. He was a beer fueled brute. 


He was so in love with Steve Harrington it felt like he was bleeding 
every time he saw him. That was a bit of a cliché: beat up the guy 
you have feelings for, but Billy never said he was above being a queer 
cliché. 


And so he didn’t remember who started it. He just remember Steve’s 
curious eyes on him, his long fingers toying with his hair and his pink 
lips pouting. They fucked whenever they got the chance and 
whenever Nancy wouldn’t put out. Which was fairly often. Her 
fucking loss. 


They were both teenage boys, full of hormones and desire and they 
could do it several times a day if it was possible. In the parking lot 
before classes started, under the bleachers during lunch break, in the 
showers after the rest of the basketball team left and even sometimes 
in Steve’s room at night. 


They even started hanging out in the same group. Did everything 
together: study, go to the mall, smoke, go to the cinema, work as 
lifeguards during the summer, party, go to class, drink beers, work 
out. Friends. Best friends people called them. 


Billy didn’t know if that was true but he knew Steve had become in a 
few months the most important person in his life and that scared the 
bejeesus out of him. 


Steve had never left Nancy all the while they were fucking behind 
her back. Billy knew he could be a very convincing liar if a girl as 
smart and curious as Nancy could be fooled. 


Or maybe she knew and didn’t care. Billy was sure she wasn’t in love 
with Steve, not anymore, not for a long time. But he couldn’t tell 
him, and even if he could, how would he go about it? ‘Hey you know 
the woman you’ve been dating for five years, the woman of your life 
you’ve been meaning to propose to? Yeah, she doesn’t love you.’ 
Steve would hate him. Would he even believe him? Nah, he would 
probably see Billy exactly as he was: a jealous bastard. 


Yes, yes, he dared to be jealous. He had the nerve to demand Steve’s 
attention. Yes, even if he was the side piece. He didn’t care, he had 
been with Steve as long as he had been with Nancy. They were equal 
in that department and he didn’t feel an ounce of guilt, no, he was 
too selfish for that. 


As for Steve’s feelings, Billy didn’t hold any illusions. They were best 
friends and he knew Steve loved him and cherished him as a friend. 
The sex part was meaningless. Even if it pained him to think that, 
that was the truth. He was still with Nancy officially, he was fucking 
Billy behind closed doors. 


And it did pain him to admit it, even after five years. Or particularly 
after five years. Billy hadn’t had a serious relationship in these years 
and he hated himself for it but he honestly had never been as happy 
as he was with Steve. And when he would see one of his booty calls, 
Steve would get this sad smile and Billy couldn’t do it anymore. Steve 


probably didn’t even realize how he looked at him sometimes, lost in 
his thoughts. He always looked sad when he thought Billy would 
leave him for someone or at all. But he pretended to be happy for 
Billy all the time. It tugged at Billy’s heartstrings and made him hope 
for something impossible. Still, he broke everything with anyone who 
wasn’t Steve. 


And nobody could be Steve. Nobody could make Billy feel like that. 
He hated and loved it. 


So, okay, he knew what he got himself into all those years ago and 
every time he saw Steve... but that red lipstick? Something had 
changed, or maybe it had always been this way and he had never 
noticed. But something was different for Billy now. 


He already tortured himself with visions of Steve kissing and fucking 
Nancy. Now he had to imagine, to think about others? Another 
woman who wore red lipstick and black underwear. Maybe a pretty 
little twink that Steve could lift. 


Steve kissed his neck like he always did: slow and tender. It made 
him ticklish but he didn’t want to smile. He could only look at the 
stain. He pinched the collar with his index and thumb and rubbed at 
it. The red was on his fingers. He didn’t know what to do with that. 
He brushed it on his jeans. The red was still here and he couldn’t look 
away and now it was on him. A little bit of Steve’s new piece on 
Billy. 


Did he ever leave something on Steve that Nancy saw? He couldn’t 
think of anything. And wasn’t that terrible? He had absolutely no 
impact on Steve, he made no marks. 


Steve could tell he was not into what they were doing and he stopped 
kissing his neck. He could feel the saliva he left on him. Billy was 


usually a master of hiding things; growing up with a father like his, 
he had to hide everything about him to survive. It had become a 
coping mechanism to live in peace. But now he couldn’t do it. Maybe 
that was his limit: not being the center of Steve’s universe and being 
reminded of it quite obviously. 


“What are you thinking about?” Steve murmured while rubbing his 
thumbs on his cheeks. Billy felt numb with pleasure wherever Steve 
touched him. 


He closed his eyes and tried to focus. Steve came here for a thing. 
Billy will give it to him. He was good at that, at making Steve feel 
good, making him forget everything but him if only for a moment. 
“Just thinking about you, as always.” He finally said with a smirk, 
honest in his words but coated in bravado and lightness to make it 
acceptable, digestible. 


Steve smiled back, didn’t smirk, just smiled candidly. “Really? You 
think about me?” He seemed curious about Billy’s answer. 


“Of course.” He answers truthfully without any hesitation. He knew 
about Steve’s feelings or lack thereof but he never truly hid his own 
feelings and he was pretty sure the whole world knew about them. 
Maybe even Steve. He was never sure about that. “Don’t you think 
about me?” he asked without thinking. It would either land as flirting 
and they would continue what they were doing or, and that was 
more likely with the serious tone that has seeped into his tone, it 
would land as a questioning of their relationship. Billy didn’t want 
the latter, he was okay with a theoretical heartbreak, not a practical 
one. 


Steve stared at him, deep in his eyes. He thumbed Billy’s chin, his 


moustache, his freckles. Then he kissed just under Billy’s eyes, 
touching the thin skin there and brushing his lower lashes. Billy 
exhales a shaky breath he didn’t know he was holding. Steve could 
make him feel like the lost teenager he was five years ago with a 
simple touch. Reduced to a shaky and trembling mess. But he wasn’t 
the teenager he was, he had grown, even he could recognize that. “Of 
course.” He repeated and that was almost enough, with the way he 
was holding Billy and looking at him with tenderness. He looked at 
the red stain on his jeans. Almost. 


Billy stood up suddenly almost knocking Steve’s hands that were still 
on his face. “I can’t do that.” 


Steve followed him and watched him as he struggled to put on his 
leather jacket: his hands were shaking and the sleeve kept slipping 
past his fingers. “Where are you going?” 


“T can’t do that”. He repeated like a broken machine, still trying to 
run away. 


“What can’t you do?” Steve asked while helping him put on his 
stupid jacket. “Please talk to me.” He added in a low voice when Billy 
was ready to leave the room. 


Billy couldn’t turn around. Just stared at Steve’s plaid wall he had 
never changed. It was his family house. His parents were never there 
so it had always been easy for Billy to sneak over. Steve was almost 
twenty two and he was still living with them and he was working at 
his father’s company. 


Billy had moved to California on his own after graduation. But he 
had only been able to stay there for three months before going back 


to Indiana, his tail between his legs. He never went back to live with 
his father, just took his first shitty apartment, a job as a mechanic 
and his complete earned independence. Max often asked him why he 
came back so quick from California. He used to say he couldn’t get a 
job there. 


But she probably knew the truth because the first thing he did when 
he came back was to go to Steve’s house. 


He was pathetic and Steve wasn’t going anywhere. But neither was 
Billy. They were both stuck on different things, but stuck all the 
same. “Us. This.” He amended. He still hadn’t turned around. 


He heard Steve skip a breath. “Ok.” He said after a few minutes. Billy 
was breaking apart, his heart being torn up and all he got was a 
fucking ‘ok’? He turned around violently making a lamp tumble 
down. 


“ “Ok’?” he asked incredulously. 


Steve shrugged. “It was bound to happen. I knew it was only a matter 
of time.” 


“Youre such a fucking asshole.” 


“Why? I knew what I got myself into, I thought you did too.” 


Billy was hurting so much from the cold coming from Steve, he was 


burning up in an uncontrollable rage. “Fuck you man.” He bit his lips 
and felt warm blood on his teeth. Fuck Steve. He really didn’t think 
he was like that, not with Billy. He had never been cruel even when 
they were fighting for the high school throne all those years ago. 


It wasn’t in him, this cruelty. That was entirely in Billy’s education. 
But he couldn’t even rely on it now. His body felt numb, his legs 
refused to move and his mouth was stuck shut. He could only stare at 
Steve who had crossed his arms and was waiting for something from 
Billy. What? What did he expect now? Tears, blood, a fight? 


He was completely empty inside. 


He shook his head, trying to regain some composure, something... He 
begged his brain to reconnect with his body. Finally he said “Well I 
wish you and Miss Perfect a very happy and boring life.” Then he 
turned tail and practically ran to his car. 


Steve didn’t run after him. 


Steve was stuck but he was moving on. 


He told himself that many times over the two months that followed. 
He hadn’t seen Steve since their break up. He had the right to call it a 
break up, right? Five years down the drain, even unofficial, deserved 
the term ‘break up’. 


But he hadn’t seen him in two months. That made him antsy. The 


longer had been three months and he knew how that had ended up. 
He didn’t want to see him again and at the same time he felt that if 
he didn’t see him again he would explode and die. He had gone cold 
turkey from seeing his pretty boy everyday and he was experiencing 
withdrawal. 


He pushed himself at work, taking more shifts and applying himself 
to the maximum on each car that came into the shop. He was trying 
to forget. But he was constantly trying to forget so he kept thinking 
about Steve. 


So that wasn’t such a surprise when he saw him again during one of 
his late shift. He just exhaled a relieved sigh. The hair was the same, 
the mouth, the moles, the eyes. The only new feature seemed to be 
the bags under his fiery eyes. 


“If youw’re here for your car, lll check it out. If you’re not, leave. Pm 
working.” He immediately said, trying to control the situation from 
the get-go. 


“Pm here for my car.” He answered but didn’t elaborate. Billy knew 
about the recurring problem in Steve’s car and went to work. 


Billy raised the hood and tried to find the problem when he felt 
Steve’s heat on his side, looking at the motor with him. “You 
remember.” He said when Billy replaced the leaking pipe 
automatically. 


“Pve known you five years. Can’t forget about everything in two 
months.” 


“Can’t you?” 


Billy stopped what he was doing and tried to keep his anger at bay. 
His fingers tapped on the side of the car. “Fuck you for saying that. 
Maybe it’s easy for you, but not everybody is heartless.” 


“Heartless? Since when have you been interested in my heart?” Steve 
grabbed his elbow, making them face each other. Billy ripped his arm 
from his hand. 


“What are you on about? You’re the heartless bastard who’s been 
stringing along whoever wants a piece of your dick. Well I’m sick of 
it, King Steve.” 


Steve cringed at his old nickname but not as hard as he did with 
Billy’s statement. “You just decided it wasn’t fun anymore and left. 
Don’t try to talk about feelings.” 


“Oh I can’t talk about feelings? You got the monopoly on those too? 
Do you even realize that ordering people around is not cute? God, 
you're still the same asshole you were in high school.” 


“Then what are you?” 


“You want to compare notes? Sure! You’ve got the same girlfriend, 
the same attitude, you haven’t grown past living with your parents 


and working with your father.” He scoffed and smiled a cruel 
smile.“You peaked in high school and that’s just sad.” 


Steve’s face had become red in anger or frustration.“What about you 
then?” He started counting on his fingers. “Anger problems, check. 
Not confronting your fears, check. Coming back to Hawkins after 
telling everyone you were leaving for good, check. Working at the 
same place you did in high school, check. Thirsting after my dick like 
a bitch, check.” 


Billy grabbed his collar with his fists and he was ready to do the 
unthinkable, what he had always refused to do no matter how mad 
he got. He was shaking with anger and hurt and agonizing pain but 
he couldn’t even lift a fist against Steve’s cheek. He couldn’t do it, 
especially since Steve hadn’t even reacted to the move. He seemed 
lifeless, boneless, Billy was sure that if he released him he would fall 
to the floor. 


What had they become? Why? 


So Billy did the only familiar thing that had always been good no 
matter how much it hurt later. He kissed Steve with all his bitterness, 
his jealousy, his need, his mania and his fury. He put all his negative 
emotions on the tip of his tongue and Steve swallowed them all with 
a diligent devotion. 


They were alone in the shop as Billy was supposed to close down 
tonight. He didn’t hesitate to grab Steve and put them both in his car. 
Just like in high school. Just like the first time. Steve’s car had 
broken down and Billy had known exactly what was wrong with it 
but he pretended he didn’t. He wanted to drive Steve to his house. He 
remembered sitting in his car in front of Steve’s house with Steve by 


his side, talking and never opening the car door. 


Billy straddled him and they both worked to undress one after the 
other. Steve seemed thinner and Billy worried for a moment before 
melting in Steve’s kisses. He always kissed like it was a first and last 
kiss. Slow and tentative at the beginning, his lips pushing 
unhurriedly. Then they opened slightly and a tongue languidly traced 
Billy’s mouth. He felt tingles all over. Eventually his tongue pushed 
his lips open with an expertise he had honed all these years and he 
went all in. Their tongues met and slid together, slowly and easily as 
if it was a lazy Sunday morning and not a hook-up at Billy’s work. 


It seemed they both wanted to enjoy the moment and catch up these 
two months apart. Their chins became slick with their drool and 
Billy’s hips ground into Steve’s. Still lazily, without pushing, just 
taking their pleasure softly. 


Steve moaned when Billy’s belt buckle hit his dick straight on and 
Billy had to stop kissing him to moan too. These two months apart 
had reset the clock on them: they reacted like virgins, ready to pop 
after a kiss. So Billy took the matter in his hand, quite literally, after 
opening their jeans and taking their dicks out. 


He rubbed them together frantically, feeling Steve’s veins under his 
fingertips and hearing his wild heartbeat, he tried to keep his eyes 
open to watch Steve’s desire written on his face and in his open 
mouth. Billy bit Steve’s lips and his chin and whatever he could reach 
when he came in his own hand, on Steve’s dick and his stomach. 


He stopped to catch his breath but Steve whined and bucked his hips 
to get him to move again. That made Billy chuckle and he kept 
touching Steve. Stroking him up and down with his own come as 
lubricant. It was hot and Steve grabbed his hips while they both 


watched his dick’s head appear and disappear in Billy’s fist. Suddenly 
Steve tensed all over and Billy pushed his thumb on his head, right 
on his hole for a few seconds. Steve mewled in pleasure and pain 
before shooting off in Billy’s palm. 


They were panting heavily, red with exertion and pleasure. Billy 
wanted this moment to last forever. Because it was perfect but also 
because they had to go back to reality. A reality where they didn’t 
even speak to each other. 


God, he really didn’t want that. And Steve was looking at him with 
his big eyes and his mouth was down turned. “I should rile you up 
more often if we end up like this.” Steve tried to say with levity but 
missed the mark entirely. His face looked so sad. 


“No, don’t... don’t make me mad, please.” He almost begged. 


“I won't. I promise.” 


Billy settled back on Steve, his head under his chin, his cheek on his 
dark chest hair, tangled in the backseat of his Bimmer. He broke their 
comfortable silence with a question that still tormented him. “Who 
else do you see?” 


Steve stiffened under him. “What do you mean?” 


“Pm not stupid. I saw the red lipstick on your shirt. There’s Nancy, 
me and who else?” 


Steve relaxed minutely and Billy was confused. He was steeling 
himself. “You’re wrong. There was Nancy, past tense. There’s you, 
present tense.” 


Billy raised his head and stared at him in disbelief. “What are you 
talking about?” 


Steve’s hands traveled on his back, running back and forth. He 
grabbed a blond curl and tugged playfully. The tone had completely 
changed but Billy didn’t know why. “Did you know I haven’t touched 
Nancy in four years? The last time I kissed her was two months ago. 
Well actually she kissed me on the cheek in front of my parents. 
That’s probably the lipstick you saw on my shirt. Also, I wouldn’t say 
it was red, more like fuchsia maybe?” 


“Fuchsia?” He repeated dumbly, looking at Steve’s widening smile. 
“Explain now Harrington.” He managed to grumble. He felt the floor 
was collapsing but also rebuilding at the same time. He was confused 
as fuck and he didn’t have any footing. 


“Nance and I, yeah, at the beginning it was real. We fell in love, both 
of us I think. But after a few months the relationship was winding up. 
Then you arrived in town and Nancy was spending all her free time 
with Barb. So we made a plan: keep dating officially but see whoever 
we wanted on the side. She was afraid to come out to her parents and 
I wanted to secure a future with my job and my parents. So yeah now 
I’m in this job I hate with my father but I’m just collecting money to 
do what I want later.” 


“And what do you want to do later?” 


“I don’t even know. Not yet. I haven’t decided because the most 
important thing in my life wasn’t a sure thing.” He lifted his 
eyebrows. “I mean it was a sure thing in my heart but....” 


“You thought I just wanted sex?” He asked in disbelief. 


“You never pursued more with me or anyone else! I thought you 
were a guy who didn’t commit to romantic relationships.” Steve 
justified while moving his hands in Billy’s tangles. 


“T was never with anyone else because I was in love with you! I am in 
fucking love with you and I absolutely committed in my own way to 
a romantic relationship with you!” He spit out angrily, his heart 
opening and bleeding all over them and the backseat of his car. 


Steve just smiled so wide and hard, dimples appeared on the corners 
of his lips and his eyes shone a bit with light and probably love and 
complete affection. “I am in fucking love with you too.” He replied 
finally. 


Billy kissed Steve with all his love, trying to erase all the bad things 
between them. Even if it was impossible, even if he couldn’t stop all 
the hurt and pain from reaching them he would try his hardest to 
protect them. 


“What about the ring in your socks drawer?” He suddenly 
remembered. 


Steve blanched and sputtered. “You were not supposed to know 
about that!” Billy cackled at his reaction and he felt warm inside, he 
felt like he belonged, like he had always felt with Steve. 


God, he loved him. 


